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Shall | give you a hand? 


Since we have signed our contract with Geffen, they've provided us with a decent place for rehearsing and 
composing original songs before going in the studio in six months or so to record our first album. Of course, 
the rehearsing place hasn't been used much for its intended purposes so far. We're just a bunch of fucked up 
kids who never had anything and suddenly came across a lot of money so you give us this working space and 
next thing you know, we've turned it into a mad house for sex and drug fueled parties. At least in the first 
few weeks we had access to it. After that, like with anything, the novelty aspect wears off and we've 
continued to have our parties at the hell house instead, which is much closer to Sunset and the people we like 
to hang around. We occasionally come here to play but rarely the five of us at the same time. | do come here 


a little more often than the others, | think, mainly with Duff or Slash but still, not that much. 


This Saturday evening I'm determined to do something creative and productive. Slash and Stevie are out scoring 
and drinking themselves into a coma, Duff is at his girlfriend getting trashed and | haven't seen Axl. Perfect. | 
can go there and play and write. I'm not too smacked out and | have a bottle of Jack to bring along. 


With the recording deal, I've had to find some occupation for my now long evenings and nights. | stopped dealing 
in the streets at night since we have money and also the record company decided to pay our rent to help us 


focus on the album preparation. At first | had so much free time | was bored to death. Then, | decided | 


needed a couple of girlfriends, telling them right away about each other, to avoid drama. | saw way too many 
incidents of that sort with Stevie and I'm not into bedtime drama. Lately I've also thought | might actually sit 
and write music since we're kinda paid for it now. So this is my first attempt at being by myself and writing 


something new for the band. 


So here am |, full of good intentions, in front of our rehearsal venue, which is a nice size furnished room in a 
building next to a recording studio where we haven't set foot yet. At least, the dream is becoming real and we 
can all see it. We all have a key to this place but | know I'll be by myself tonight. | open the door and lock 
behind me without even looking inside. | walk in and hung my jacket in the small corridor before continuing in 
the main room where we keep our instruments most of the time. There's a big window in the corridor wall and 
you can see inside the main room from here. | freeze when | see Axl sitting on the couch that's on the side 
wall. Axl here by himself is a rare occurrence. This is not his natural habitat. He truly comes here the least 
of us five. At least, that's what | thought. Why would he come here anyway? On a Saturday night? He's not 
with Erin? He's not singing by himself. Actually, yes, good question, why is he here? Oh shit, I'm not sure why 


he's here but | can see what he's doing now. To himself. This is gonna be fun.. 


| open the door very quietly. Axl is lost in himself, eyes closed so | know he hasn't seen me yet. | lean against 
the door frame and admire the sight. This guy is fucking handsome, | have to admit. He's sprawled over the 
black couch, his red hair cascading on his shoulders and his red plaid shirt fully unbuttoned, revealing a milky 
white smooth chest and nice abs. He doesn't do shit in term of physical activity, except having sex and jumping 
around on stage, but that seems to keep him in shape. Quite unfair, | would say. His shirt sleeves are rolled up 
on each side and uncover his forearm's cross tattoo and his bleached jeans are unzipped and pushed down till 
the middle of his thighs, leaving him free access to play with himself. | feel bad that | have to disturb him but 
| also feel cheeky and | smile inside just thinking of his reaction What do | do now? | decide to go casual about 
the whole situation | let out a slight cough and then greet him with my best smirk. 


"Good evening, Axl." 

To say that | startle him is a major euphemism. He almost jumps one foot in the air from where he's sitting. 
His face is priceless. He goes from white to bright red in three seconds and grabs his jacket that was laying on 
the arm of the couch to cover himself. 

"What the fuck, Izzy!?" is all | get as a greeting back. 


"Oh, come on, man.. Nothing | haven't seen before", | comment shaking my head. 


And it's true. We've seen each other naked, of course. We live together, we sleep in the same bedroom him 


and me. We fucked girls together or watched each other do girls. So I've seen him. 
"Not the same! I'm by myself here. You haven't seen me.. You know. Doing this." 


| pause and think before answering him. He's got a point. | had not seen him jerking off yet. 


Poor Axl, he looked way hotter when he was going at it than now caught red handed and ashamed. I've been a 
mean bastard here. | guess | should make up for this, right? | don't say anything back to him and walk towards 
the couch. He looks at me mad, embarrassed and uneasy. He also sits up on the edge of the couch, eyeing me 
with a question mark on his face about why | come his way. | sit there next to him and | slide myself almost 
completely behind him, sitting on one of my leg in the small space between him and the couch's cushion 

"Izzy, what are you doing?", Axl huffs. 

“Trying to make up for walking on you." 

From behind, | grab the jacket he's still holding over his laps and throw it on the floor. | pull Axl against me and 
wrap my left arm around him, letting my hand caress his lower abdomen and his belly button My other hand 
circles around his waist and | let it slide down further pushing his own hands away and running my hand up 
and down his cock and cupping his balls. He gasps as | touch him. 

"This is freaking me out!", he complains. 

He protests again but l'm convinced it's just out of principle because in the meantime he lets me stroke him. 
"Not true, Axl.. If it were, you'd be limp by now and you're not. You're rock hard." 

| know he must be awkward about the whole situation but that makes it more arousing too, I'm sure of that, 
even if he won't confess it. Now | just need him to let go and enjoy. He doesn't easily let go with anyone but | 
know he will with me. 

"So relax, Ax.. And tell me what devious fantasies of Erin you were having when | interrupted 

"Wasn't thinking about Erin’, he says with his deep husky voice. "She doesn't like giving me hand jobs anyway." 

| roll my eyes at the comment. Of course, she doesn't. Those two are really made for each other. | don't get 
why they persevere, it's ludicrous and leading nowhere, but in the end, its not my fucking business. He already 
knows what | think of her, so | let it slide and don't comment back. 

"Ok, so who or what else?" 

"Not telling you", Axl replies. 

"If you don't tell me, I'll stop what I'm doing", | threaten nicely and | slow down and almost stop my stroking. 


"Shit, no.. lz, go on.", he says panting. "| was thinking about the concert of last night" 


Alright. A bit unexpected but why not? It was a good gig, promoted by Geffen, our last one now that we're 


supposed to work on making an album. 


"And what about the concert in particular?", | continue quizzing him while l'm stroking him a little faster and 


tighter. 
| hear him moan when my hand squeezes him tighter and my thumb rubs the head of his cock expertly. 
"Fuck, that feels so good", he whispers 

| nod in agreement. | do know | like it too when I'm taking care of myself. Then he finally answers my question 


"You, Izzy.. | was thinking about you.. You playing, eyes closed, leaning against Duff on stage, your sweaty shirt 


open but clinging to your body, your messy wet hair, your jewelry around your neck.. You beautiful fucker." 


Wow. That's a love declaration almost. Yet, | know him well enough to know it's nothing like that. It's nothing 
more than him responding to his visual interests and his esthetic tastes, what he finds pretty or arousing. Axl 
is not into guys so | do find it funny he would jerk off thinking of me instead of Erin. She would love it. 


He's fully at ease with me now and lets me have my way with him. He even pushes himself against me, his 
head and silky red hair rubbing against my shoulder and my chest as he moves his hips up, thrusting in my 
hand. 


"Thanks, am flattered’, | whisper in his ear softly. "I love how you look on stage too. You know you're very 
sexy when you sing and dance. It's like you're having sex with the audience. Slash and | could just mess up 


completely, they wouldn't notice, the crowd just sees and hears you." 


Ok, I'm exaggerating a bit but its not completely false. We know why the front rows of our shows are mainly 
chicks. That's one of the things that Geffen saw as well. Let's not kid ourselves. We do it for the music but 


half of the audience comes for him. It's a paradox we can live with and it has its advantages. 


| hear him breathe very fast now and | know he's getting close. | can see his hands clutching at his jeans down 
on his thighs, his knuckles turning white as he firms his grasp and he arches his back against me a little more. 
He's probably gorgeous to look at now. I've seen him fucking girls and | cannot get over the fact that he looks 
so good while doing it. 


"lz, fuck, I'm there.. Now.. Oh, fucking yeah..", is all | hear when he bucks his hips away from me and his load 
shots through my hand and over his stomach and my other hand. 


| pump him a little more, and keep him there in my arms as he comes down from his high and | feel his body 
and muscles relaxing again. I'm waiting to hear what he's going to say. I'm quite excited myself by the whole 


thing now, of course, but that's not his problem. | volunteered to help him out. I'll have to cope with it. 


"Shit, Izzy, that was great", he finally says. 


| like to hear that. | feel a big grin growing on my face. | kind of feel proud, like a child who's been 
complimented on great homework. | just imagine it was like that because | never did great homework. 


"Don't fucking say a word about that to Erin", he adds a moment later. 
"Yeah, sure. What do you think, Axl? It's me. | never talk to her anyway." 


"You made a mess, look at me", he says while sitting back properly on the couch as | just moved away from 


behind him and off the couch. 


"There you go", | tell him as | throw him a towel that Steve keeps next to his drum set for when he sweats 


too much. 


There's a second one which seems like it's been used already but | don't care. | pick it up and wipe my hands 


on it. Stevie's gonna have a nice surprise next time he comes here and wipes his face after practice. 
A moment later, Axl is dressed up again and is asking me if I'm sticking around to work on something with him. 


"You're seriously asking me this? | need to blow off some steam now, if you see what | mean. So I'm going to 


see Elena or Amica, whichever one picks up the phone first." 
Axl laughs at me and nods, understandingly. 


"See you at home tomorrow", | say when | leave, picking up my jacket and rushing to my car to drive back 


downtown. 


As | drive, | shake my head in disbelief. It seems that the smallest situation detracts me from writing music 
these days. We'll never get this record done this way. We need to seriously plan. I'll talk with Axl and the 
others about it tomorrow. Or maybe Monday, ‘cause tomorrow, they'll be hangover from Saturday night 


partying. Oh, well.. We'll see. 


